A Lovers 

The accident which brought me to her cie, 
Vpon the moment did her force fubdewe. 

And now fhc would the caged cloifter^ies 
tleligious loue put out religions eye: 

Not to be tempted w'ould flic be enur’d. 

And now to tempt all liberty procure. 

How miglnie then youare, Oh heare me tell. 
The broken bofoms that to me belong, 

Haue emptied all their fountaines in my well: 
And mine I powrc your Ocean all amonge: 

I ftrong ore them and you ore me being lirong, 
Muft for your viftoric vs all congefl, 

As compound loue to phiflekyour cold breft. 

My parts had powrc to charmc a facred Sunne, 
Who difeiplin’d I dieted in grace, 

Belecu’d her cies,when they t’ aflaile begun. 

All vowes and confecrations gluing place: 

O moftpotentialllouc.vowe, bond,nor Ipacc 
In thee hath neither fling, knot,nor confine 
For thou art all and all things cIs are thine. 

When thou imprelfefl what are p’-ecepts worth 
Of flale examplt?when thou wilt inflame. 

How coldly thole impediments ftand forth 
Of wealth of filliall fcarc,lawc, kindred famCj 
toues armes arc peace , gainft iu!e . gainft fen 
And fwcetens in the fuffring pangucs it beares. 
The Alices of all forces, (hockes and fearcs. ' 

Now all thele hearts that doe on mine depend, ' 
Feeling it break e, with bleeding groanes they p 
And fupplicant their fighes to you extend ; 
To Icaue the battrie that you make gainfl mine. 
Lending fofcaudicn€e,toiKy fA'cetdelignc; 


CoMPl-AINT. 

And credent foulc,to that ftrong bo/ided oth. 

That ftiaJl preferre and vndertake my troth* 

This faidjhis vvatric cics he did difmount, 

Whofe fightes till then were leaueld on my face. 
Each cheeke a riuer running from a fount. 

With bry nifb currant downe-ward flowed a pace: 
Oh how the channcll to the ftreame gaue graccl 
Who glaz’d with ChriftaJl gate the glowing Rofes, 
That flame through water which their hew inclofcs, 

, Ohfathcr,what a hell of witch-craft lies* 

; Jn the fmall orb of one pcrticular teare? 

But with the invndation of the eics: 

What rocky heart to water will not wearc? 

What breft fo cold that is not warmed heare. 

Or cleft eftecl,cold modefty hot wrath: 

Both fire from hence, and chill cxtinfturc hath. 

For loe his paflion but an art of craft* 

V Euen there refolu’d my rcafon into tcares. 

There my white ftole of chaftity 1 daft, 

. Shooke off my fober gardes, and ciuill feares, 
Appeare to him as he to me appeares: 

Ail melting, though our drops this diffrcnccbore* 
His poifon’d me, and mine did him reftorc. 

In him a plenitude of fnbtle matter. 

Applied t6CautilIs,alllirairgformcsrecciucs, 

Of burning blufhcs,or of weeping water. 

Or founding palcneffe : and he takes and leaucs. 

In cithers aptnefle as it beft deceiues: 

To blufh at fpecches ranck , to weepe at woes . 

Or to turnc white and found at tragick lliowcs. 


That not a heart which in his leuell came. 
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